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Dramatis Perſons: 


Pizano, in love with T1sBz. Signor Rauzzini, ||| 


Tis8z, - - - =- - = - Jrgners Schindlerin. 1 
EuralLrE, Tiſbe's father Signor Paſini. 


CorBEO, Eupalte's friend Signora Galli. 


The SCENE lies in BazyYLon? 
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ES 


PARTE PRIMA. 
S CEN A I. 


Camera tappezzata in chla di Tiſbe. 
Til. JNV AN ti ftruggi in pianto 


Povero afflitto cor 
Ab, non jj placa intanto 
Del crudo genitor + » | 
L'odio tiranno ! 
E in mexxo alle mie lacrime, 
Senza frenar Pardor 
133 Creſce Paffanno. 

Piramo, ah, dove ſei? 
Ti cerco ; oh Dio, ma non ritrova 
Che del perduto ben Palma affannoſa 
Qualche triſta momoria e tormentoſa. 
Oh fra moſtri d'averno 
II pid crudo, il pid fiero 
Diſcordia rea, che dal mio ſen dividi 
L'alma mia, la mia vita, e non m'uccidi. 


. « 
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Numi, poteſh almeno, 
Almen ſaper ſe m'ama 
Ancor; veder ſe ſoffre 
La diviſione amara 8 
Con duolo uguale al mio; qualche conforto 
Dargli eo' miei ſoſpir, la pura fede 
Gli innocenti penſier leggergli in volto: 
Almen Pir. Tiſbe, idol mio! Tiſ. Numi, che 
aſcolto! 
Pir. Pur ti riveggo alfine ! 
Ain li ftringo al ſeno. 
Ab, di piacer vien meno © 
In queſto ampleſſo il cer. 


CE #1 
FORT THE FER ST: 


$5+C\ E NE 1. 


A Room Fung with Tapiſiry in Thiſve's Houſe. 


Thi. J My poor ſorrowful heart, thy pangs 
are but fruitleis | My cruel father's 
inveterate hatred cannot be mitigated by 
my ſorrow. And thus drowned in my 
tears, I can't forget my love, and my tor- 
nent, | 


Oh my Pyramus, where art thou ? Alas, I ſeek thee 
every where, but my grieved ſoul meets with nothing 
but ſome ſorrowful and racking memory of her loft 
treaſure. Oh thou relentleſs diſcord, the moſt cruel 
and fierce of all the infernal monſters, thou tear'ſt 
my ſoul from my life from my breaſt, and when efore 
doſt not thou end my wretched exiſtence ? Ye Gods, 
could J at leaſt, ob could I bear whether be loves me 
ftill ! Could I ſee whether he endures our cruel ſepa- 

ration with pangs equal to mine; could I give him | 
ſome comfort with my ſig bs, and behold in his com- 
tenance that unſhaken fidelity, thoſe barmleſs || 
thoughts, at leaſt—Pyr. O my Thiſbe, my life ! ' 

Thiſ. Ye Gods, what do I bear! 1 


Hyr. At laſt T am bleſt with thy ſight again! 
Na I may preſs thee to my brealt! 
In this embrace, an exceſs of pleaſure 
makes my heart delirious |! 
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Tbi/. How's this? Ye Gods! Is it thus bat 
I behold thee—And yet I can't truſt my 
ſight, and believe J am crown'd with 
ſuch bliſs ! 

A. 2. Our vows then at laſt have reached the 
heavens! and the Gods are no longer in- 
auipicious'. our harmleſs flames! 


Thiſ. But tell me, what kind divinity bas directed 
thy fleps hither ? Pyr. Behold, my adorable Thiſbel, 
this unknown paſjage is ihe wort of my own hands. 
T hit. O faithful love! Then I ſhall have it in my 
power to ſee thee, . and comfort myſelf with thee ? 
Pyr. Yes, thou art right. Babylon is for us. If fair 
means will not avail to aſſuage the hatred of our pa- 
rents, the royal command ſhall force them to a recon- 
caliation. Thiſ. How 1 fear ! bave a thouſand 
times profirated myſelf at my father's feet, to en- 
deavour to ſoften bis heart with my intreaties and my 
tears; but that exaſperated him ſtill more, Pyr. O, 
for pity s ſake, my 7. Lille, do not deſtroy my ſoothing 
hope with thy vain fear I have undergone hard- 
ſhips enough. Thou ſhouldſt hope with me. No ſure, 
we ſhall not be as wretched as thou art apt 1a think. 
The pure zeal of my fervent vows is acceptable to the 
powers divine. 


Alas! my deareſt love, for pity's ſake, re- 
train that fear which thus racks my ſoul! 
Thou perceiv'ſt it ; ye Gods! an exceſs 
of grief has ſetall my frameinatremble. 

[ Exit. 


SCENE 


A Wood. 
Venus and Cupid. 


CY my joy, my glory and my all, 1. 
e thee——thou muſt mſtantly fly || 
place, and conceal thyſelf from the enquiries o, 
_ celeſtial powwers, who are all ſet on thy deſtrutio | 
Cup. Dear mother I will obey. —but when yo 
my enemies, do diſplay ſome of your enchanting / | 

to mate them trifle time here, fill I bide myſel) 
Ven, But how? and where ſhalt thou co 
thyſelf ? | | 
Cup. Leave that to me—full well 1 know ho 


elude the ſavage deſign of my purſuers—trt 
to me. | 
Ven. Could I but depend on thee; | 
For thy promiſes are ſweet : | 
But thy cuſtom is to be ly. 
Fall of wiles and of deceit. 10 


: 


Ven. 


* 


err n. 1 
Cupid alone. 


Ye tender and paſſionate lovers rejoice—All your | 
tures will ceaſe, for Cupid is flying far from) 
but why thoſe languiſhing Agbs? you then regr( 


11 1 
ſs of love? How comes it? If my preſence is 2 


ainful to your hearts, as you pretend, my depat- 
tre ought to give you comfort and peace, 


If love wantons in your heart, 
You call it a raging pain 
But when ready to depart; 
Of his abſence you complain. 


So no happineſs you find, 
And you lay the fault on me, 
While it centers in your mind, 
That from whims is never free. [ Exit, 


SCENE MI. 


of the Temple of Venus on a hill in the Iſle 
Cyprus -A cloud deſcends before the Tem- 
„where Venus appears in a car drawn by 
tes, among the other deities. 


CEO Us 
Mercury, Mars and Pallas. 
e tyrant love muſt fall, his calling chains, 
Il break at once, and eaſe all lovers pains. 


Venus, thy ſon nuſ appear before Fupiter. 
ring the all-ſubduing order. The Urchin will 
bliged to anſwer for numberleſs charges brought 
nſt bim But where is this deteſted cheat? 


' Where is the bane of every ſoul ? 
N bere is this curſed Cupid ? 
| Ven. 


- 19 1 
7 1 5 
dr SE 


& 6%; ) 


i SCENE) 11, 
oa Thiſbe, next Corebus, and Eupaltes. 


Thiß Fly, Corebus comes along with my father. Adieu. 
How my beart trembles! Cor. 1 am thy friend; 
and I ſpeak with the utmoſt fincerity.” Dijcord is 
the moſt cruel and fierce of all the infernal monſters. || 
Let friendſhip be permanent among us poor mortals. * 
Let anger be but tranſitory. Eup. But my enemy 
has too grievouſly offended me: And as the only 

. vengeance I intond to draw, is to deny my conſent 
to Thilbe"s nuptials, met hints my paſſ bon is mode- | 
rate enough. | 

Cor. Azvay with thee ;, IF heartily pity the blindneſs of © 

thy heart. 14 
If my intreaties can't ſoften thy heart, it 

muſt be as hard as a ſtone. Bur ſuch a 

haughtineſs as thine, the powers divine 

| walk certainly humble. [ Exit. 

Eup. Did you bear, ny daughter ? Thiſ. 1 have. 

Eup. Now 10 ſbun a tyrannical ſway, toe muſt leave 
aur paternal land; and by the next dawn, thou 

Halt give thy band to another huſband, whom my 
loft wiſhes for thy welfare have chef en for bie — 

Thif. *Tis in vain to hope it. Eup. Wouldſt thou go 

ag ainſt my will, ungrateful child ? 

Thif. 1 doat on bim. When my love was but new- 

Born, it encreaſed under thy auſpices, in hopes of @ || 
fortunate hymen. Oh let not this band which the 
| Gods have formed, and my father has ſtrengthened 
with his counſels be ſo lightly broke; for it is ihe 
choice of our hearts. Eup. Perfidious child! 

Thiſ. Alas] my father, now I have no commands over 

my heart. 


| 
| 


| 
il 
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Muſt I then loſe my deareſt treaſure, ſhall 
I break that blisful band? Ah think'ſt 
thou I'll caſt myſelf in any other lover's 
arms whom thou haſt deſtin'd me ! Ah, 
my-honour'd father, I cannot, it ſhall 
never be ſo. I feel I have not ſuch a 
command over my heart; the very 

thought of it ſets all my frame in a 
tremble. In that fatal moment, grief 
would end my wretched exiſtence. + 


Eup. Thy grief is fruitleſs. I will not forſake my 


hatred : if thou haſt the leaft diſcretion, let reaſon 
maderate thoſe vain tranſports. Prepare both thy 
band, and thy heart for that new union, and learn 
to regard thy father's commande. 


Thy ſighs, and thy tears remind me that I 
am a father. But muſt a perfidious 
wretch triumph over me ! Shall the 
throne command me to do it! That 
forgiveneſs would be mean, and com- 
paſſion an error. Exit. 


s RN W 
T hiſve, afterward Fyramus. 


Thiſ. He is already gone]! O hear me but an 
inſtant ! Alas, come back, rend my 
heart! It would be leſs cruel to tear it 
out of my breaſt, ae FOE 


WG - 


Di 
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' Perderd Pamato bene, 


* 


Romperò quel dolce laccio; 

Ma che ad altro amante in bractio 

Per tua man mi guidi amor | 

Ab, non poſſo, 2 vero, 
Adorato genitor ! ? 
Tanta forza al cor non ſenlo; 

Mi gomenta il ſol penſiero. 
Baſterebbe in quel momento 

Ad uceidermi il dolor. 


Eup. Invan ti affanni. Io Podio mio non cedo. 


Se ſaggia ſei, colla ragion conſiglia 
Queſti vani traſporti. Al nuovo laccio 
La mano, e il cor pre para, 

E un mio comando a riſpettare impara? 


A tuoi ſoſpiri, al pianto 
Sento che padre ſono. 

Ma che trionfi un perfido ! 
Che me lo imponga il trona ! 
Saria villa it perdono, 

E N la pieta. 
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SCENA III. 


BA 


Tribe, nid Biramo. 


Til. Ab, gia part! Acolta „ ! 


Torna, ob Dio, paſſami il core! 
Lo ſirapparmelo dal ſeno 
Sari manco crudelid. 
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L421 , 
Tide mis. - TiC Mio dolce amore. 
Ab, mi laſci ! Tiſ. A, ti perdei ! 
- Cruda ſorte | Tiſ. Avverſi Dei 
Ab, di noi «he mai ſars? 
T iſ. Oh deluſe — 
| Pir. Oh ſventurato amor! 710 David per ſempre 
| Dividermi da te? Pir. Dovrò vederti 
| In braccio ad un rival? 7z/.. Morit mi ſento. 
| 


Pix. Mi gela il cor. E a queſto 
D' un' ingiuſto rigor colpo fatale 
Non cercheremo alcun riparo ? Tif. E quale? 
Pir. La fuga. ; Til. E dove? E quando? 
Pir. In queſta notte, in parte ove non giunga 
| L'arbitrio de” tiranni. Ove nel ſeno 
D' un' innocente libertà, non provi, | 
Non riconolca il core 
Altra legge in amar, ſe non rs 
Fuggiam dove ficurs | 
In dolce liberta”. 
Contenta povertiè er 
Seelſe il Jo Arierno. n 
La ſara noſtra cura 
Or da un bel calle ameno, 
Or preſſo un onda pura 
eder come ſcrenng 
V. ſol dalle onde appar, © 
Come tranguillo i in mar 
Pe fa ritorno. 
' Vedrat come Soblia 
Di faſto ogni . | 
n quelle 4 2 el piacer 
| "Sear innoconti. 
4 Vedrai ino i a 
. Riſchj, affahni, timor, 
| Come un felice amor 
* Cambia in contenti. 
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Pyr. My Thiſde. T. My deareſt loveꝰ/ 
2 2 Dot thou forſake me Tbi Alas I had 

1 loſt thee,” Pyr. Cruel fate? © |} 
n. 


| Inauſpicious Gods! A. 2. Alas! what 
mall our Leun be? 


Thil. Ob my. diluded hope ! Pyr. Oh my ee 
love Thiſ. Mau 1 be divided from thee for 2. ö 
Pyr. Maſt / Hear bo ſes thee inthe arms of a rival 
Thiſ. Iſeel 1 am going to expire. Pyr. My bart 
i cbilled. And ſball cue nat contri de ſome availing | 
expedient to avi this fatal blow tbich an vniuſt 
e. to daſh an our head? | | 
Thiſ. Bus bew? Pyr By flight. 1 bil. And robere 2 ä 
and when? Pyr. 7 bis very night ; we'll fly whert 
, Our tyrant's power cannat reach: where in the en 
Joyment of barmleſs liberty, our hearts ſhall acknows | 
* and know no other laws in aa, but ſuch al | 


ere diflaled.by love itſelf, ' «| 


Let's haſten and ny k ber eaſily ſatisfied 
poverty choſe its abode, there to enjoy | 
a ſecure and blifsfyl liberty. There 4 
our cares ſhall be, ſometimes from a Ba | 
_  lightful hill, and fomerimes by a crylta 
ſtream, to behold how bright the ſun ap 

pears from the waves, and then how qui 
., etly its decreaſing beams arc loſt in th. | 
fea, There thou Rl ſee how eaſily eve 
v ry y thought of pomp is forgotten in tho 


þ 
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Hharmleſs abodes o permanent delight | 
Tahey ſhalt ſee that een our preſent dan { 
gers, griefs and fears ſhall ſoon bl | 
| changed into exquiſite bliſs, by our for + 

tunate and reciprocal love, 4 


4 
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Thiſ. Hold, no more. rok heart needs not ſo 
mam indtements. My own perſon and m affefions 
are in thy power. Any. abode ſball euer be agreeable 
to me, where ever thou art. Pyr. How ſhall we 
TS from our parents manſions ? Where ſhall we con- 
ceal ourſelves ? Thiſ. Mark me. I am well ac- 
_ quainted with the paths that lead to the ntighbouring 
* where the Niles mountain is higbe. There 
ave may both hide ourſelves. And whoever ſpall 
arrive the firſt, muit expet# the other,  Pyr. What 
"thus attended thro' a dangerous wood, wilt thou 
expoſe thyſelf, to the rapacious brafts amid the 
| ilence and horror of a dark night — T wy rue ove 


15 @ ftranger to fear, ; 


4 

. oha py. me! What mall 1 feat more 
Pes in this miſerable ſituation Wa my ad- 
5 


*. 


verſe fate that's intent to ſnatch dae away 
from thee? - 
Yr. Ab, thoſe ſweet accents Uiffipate all my 
517 doubts! That day that's to crown us 


Faith bliſs is not far off! 

2 Away with thee. ms I leave thee. 
4k Le Gods I Hr. How's this ? Thou 
weep'ſt and trembleſt? 


Gi. Hes G farewell is Perhaps the laſt I bid 
=. ee | | 4 
4 - Unhappy. me! What ſay? {| thou ? ? 
Whence proceed that cruel fear? 
I feel my heart is chill'd, nor can I ſay 
what's the cauſe! Oh ye Gods, if ever 
___ compaſſion was harbour'd amongſt you, 


11 do not repay ſuch matchleſs fidelity with 
L ſeo cruel, and barbarous RAY | | 


| 1 . End of the firſt Part, : 
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1 15 } 
Tiſ. Taci : non pid. Di t tanti 
Stimoli non fa d * | 
Al tenero mio cor, Di me aiſponi 
E degli affetti miei: | 
 Sempre è dolce ſoggiorno, ove tu ſei, 
Pir. Ma dal paterno tetto 
Come fuggir ? Dove ridurci ? Tiſ. Ah, anti! 
Della vicina ſel ya 
lo conoſco il ſentier, dove $'innalza - 

La gran mole di Nino,  Ivi potrieno 
Ridurci entramb. E chi primier vi giunge 
Aſpettar Paltro. Pir. E ſenza guida, e ſola 

Nel periglioſo boſco, alle rapaci 
Belve eſpor ti vorrai, di notte oſcura 
Fra il ſilenzio, e Porrore? _ | 
Ti/. Non conoſce ſpaventi un vero amore. 
Che mai temer potrei, 
Miſera, in queſto ſtalo, 
Piu che! avverſo fato, 
Che vuol rapirmi a te? 
Pir. An, tutti i dubbj miei 
Sgombran quei cari accents ! 
11 giorno de contents 
Lungi da noi non e | 
Til. Janne. Pir. Ti laſcio. Tiſ, Oh Dio 
i Come tu piangi, e tremi? | 
Ab forſe queſto addio 
EP ultimo per me | 
Pir. Mi fiſero me ! Che dici ? 
Onde il cruddel timore ? 
A. 2. Sento gelarmi il ne, 1 
E non ſo dir percbs“ 
Ab, non . ob Dei. 
Se in ciel pietd riſſede, 
A cos bella fede 
S barbara merces! ?? 
Fine della Prima Parte. 


| 
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r ARTE SECOND A. 
LET CITY 
Eupalte, e Corelo. 


Exp. gel bindegna. II ſeduttore ha vinto. 
| Ma ſcoprir Serine ſono. | I ſervi 
Per ordin mio ne vanno in traccia. In dreve 
Sarete, o ſdegni miei, 
Sarete paghi alfin ? Cor: Rifpetts: diet | 
In Tiſbe la tua figlia. Ep. Ah, Panoe Paltra 
M'offeſe, rows oglio, che ſia 
Berſaglio ognun di lor dell' wa mia. 
Ah, ſignor, ti ſeduce 
Troppoadeſſolo ſdegno! Eup. Ella è un rad! 
Di pietà non e degna. A mio diſpetto 
Con Piramo fuggi. Tu parli invano. 
Nd; pid non ſento at core 
Parlar per Tiſbe la pietà, Pamore. 
Del mio paterno affetto 
Quell empia um ò degna. 
M'abbandond Prittegna, 
Won merita Pied. i 
or. Io lo compiango, e trovo, 
Che Thiſbe offeſe il. ſuo decoro e il padre. 
f Trovo ancora, che giuſto è quell' affanno, 
Di cui ſi duole Eupalte. Al cuore 9 | 
D'un genitore amante 
| Uno sfogo è dovuto. Ah, non ecorda ! 
De” figli ſi riſpetti agnor la vital! 
Legge a cui la natura ogni uomo invita 
Chi perde i Heli. e dice 
CY er i può * 


O nan e padre amanie, 


O ba ſol di mario id r. Et 
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PART THE SECOND, 
SS mwN I; 
| KCoupaltes, and Corebus: | 
Eup. My <vortbleſs child is fled. Her ſeducer has at 
laſt triumphed. But wherever they be, I will find | 
them out. I have ordered my ſervants to go in 
ſearch of them. 1 ſhall ſoon vent my raging indig- 
nation on them. Cor. At leaſt confider Thiſbe is 
your child and have ſome regard for ber. 
Eup. They have both offended and provoked me to the | 
quickeſt of my ſoul. I um reſolved they ſhall feel the 
edis of my wrath. : | | 
Cor. Ob Sir, I ſte rage now prying on your mind! | 
Eup. She is an ungrateful wretch. She does not deſerve | 
any kind of compaſſion. In ſpite of my will, ſhe is 
now fled with Pyramus ? is vain to ſpeak in ber 
behalf. No, there are no more feelings of pity, and 
affettions in my breaſt for T hijbe. 
| The worthleſs creature no longer deſerves to 
prove a father's love. The ingrate has for- 
ſaken me, ſhe does not merit to meet with 
any compaſſion from me. Exit. 
Cor. How much I do pity bim; and yet muſt confeſs | 
that Thiſbe bas very grievouſly offended her father, in 
thus injuring her own reputation : and Eupaltes bas : 
4 juſt cauſe to complain of his wrongs. Tis but 


\ 


right that a loving father”s oppreſt heart, ſhould vent 
Ii wrath + But may be not carry it farther ! Our 
children's life ſhold be ſpared: *Tis a law of nature 
: smplanted in every man's breaſt. _ 
. Whoever is deprived of his children, and can 
fay that be bears ſuch loſs with fortitude, 

cannot be called a loving parent, or has 
a heart as 12 as marble. (Eat. 


| 


— . 


[| 
| 
| 
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. 
Sein . 


A wood of Cyprus trees that ſurrounds the tomb 
| of Ninus. Night with Moon-light. 

[4 Thiſbe with a caſket of jewels under her arm, and 
A veil of gold. and white tiſſue on her head. 


' Thif. A laſt 1 am happily. arrived | O ye propitious 
Gods, * me your availing aid! Oh heavens ! 
My Pyramus, where art thou ? How my heart 
pants J I am ſo terrified, I can ſcarce caſt my looks 
around! Even my own accents, nay. my own ſhadow 
frightens me to death ! 


Unhappy me ! Amidſt ſuch horror, what ſhall 
become of me, thus deprivedofmy.charmer? 
What detains him? Why comes he not to 
give me ſome comfort and remove all my 
fears? | 

Ye Gods E My blood i is child in all my 
veins; I feel my breaſt is depreſt with. 
the moſt racking pangs, and ſcarce have 
F ſtrength ſufficient either to bewail my. 
fate, or to tremble.— 


0 wretched me | Does nat he come yet ? Har « can ſuch a 
paſſionate lover kee away. ſo long frum me? But no, 
he does not tarry thus without ſoma juſt cauſe Hot 
. many dangers a diſturbed mind figures. to iſſelf! How 
my agitated ſou! forgets all other kind of frights, oleh, 
laden up with the reflefion of his imminent danger! 


But what do I hear! What can thus ſhake. 
the wood around ? What's that roaring ?- 
Ohl what will become of me? Ye powers 
divine! What horrible wild beaſt ! Where 
hall 1 * Whoſhall Lcalltomy 8 


- i 
th * . ae 11. 
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SCE N A III. 
Selva di Cipro intorno al ſepolers 4 Nino. Notte 


con Luna. | 


Tiſbe con una caſſetta di gemme ſotto il braccio, ed an 
bianco velo trapunto doro in teſta. 8 | 


Tiſ. Son pur giunta una volta! Oh Dei clementi 
Aſſiſtetemi voi! Piranio | Oh ftelle! _ 
Piramo, dove ſei ? Mi'trema il cuore 
Appena il guardo intorno , 
Ardiſco ſollevar ! E fin Vaccento, | | 
Fin la ſteſſa ombra mia mi fa {pavento ! 3 


Infelice ! In tanto orrore 

Che fard ſenza il mio bene? — 

Ab, che fa? Perche non viene? 

La mia tema a conſolar ? , 
Freddo il ſangue in ogni vena, 
Sento, ob Dio, ftringerft al cx 
E il rigor mi reſta appena 
Per * e per tremar. 


Miſera ! Ancor non prey Ah, For lento 
Un si fervido amor ? Nd; la tardanza | 
Senza ragion non &. Ah, quanti riſchj 
Finge al penſier Palma 4gitata | E come 
Nell oppreſſo mio core 
Cede ogni altro ſpavento a un tal tetrore! 


Mea abe fento! Chi ſctote Ia falva ? 
Qual rigito ? Ah! Dime che ſurd? 
Santi num Qual orrida bhelva ! 
B. r N . Pied! 


Fugg 


— „% 
3 


| [20 ] 
| 
| Fugge impaurita, e le cade la caſſetta e i] velo. Al 
[ ſuono di breve ſinfonia entra un Leone, che | in- 
contrando il velo, lo lacera; e fi ritira.' 
S CEN A III. 

| Pirama. © 
Pir. Grazie al ciel! La prevenni. 
Pid rimorſi non ho. Reggt i ſuoi paſſi 
Eqmula tu del ſol, cintia Jucente. 
- Che puro ciel! Che placida aura ! Appena 
S' ode del vicin fonte 
I lento mormorar; dell' aure appena 
Si' ode il ſuon fra le fronde. E Par che tutto, 
Fra queſti muti orrort_ Mon es 
Dole? ſede prepari a? dolci amori. 
; Cor tranguiila e cheta 
Serena notie in braccto - 
Al paſtorel' di ereta, 
Cintia, Paccolſe un di. 

Cosi d' Ida ſelvoſa © 
| JL pit: ſo ingo orrore 
La bella dea d amore 
Al vaęo arne N 
Ma s'avvanza la notte! 982 
E Tiſbe ancor non giunge * 


Ma le lucide gemume 
Chi ſparſe al ſuolo ? E qual di ſangue intriſa 
'! Lacero velo è queſto? 

| Omnipotenti Dei! Io veggio, io veggio 

II nero abiſſo, ove il deſtin mi porta /* | 

{| Riconoſco i miei doni ] Ah, Tiſbe è morta 
Di queſto velo io ſteſſo 
| Le auree cifre ſegnai. Pegno funeſto 
D' infelice amor ! Pur troppo, oh Dio, 
| Tu ſei mio, ti ravviſo'! E queſto ſangue. 
E ſangue del mio ben! Ahi viſta ! Ahi pena | 
Che mi trahgge il cur, e non mi ſvena, 


— — 2x 
n 4 


f er ] 
She runs away, ruck with terror; and drops the 
caſket and the veil. To the ſound of a ſhort ſymphony 
2 Lion appears, which meeting with the veil, tears 
it to pieces and then withdraws. 
| e 
N Pyramus. v3 
Pyr. Thanks 10 heaven! I have the flart of her. No | 
remorſe now rends my heart. O thou bright Cynthia, | 
who art as glorious as Phebus, mayſt thou guide ber 
Reps | What ſerene ſky ! What gentle 2ephyrs ! Tbe 
ſoft mur mur of the neighbouring fountain is ſcarce to 
Be beard ; and the winds hardly ſhake the verdant 
leaves. Methinks that amidſt theſe filent horrors, 
every thing conſptres to render this abode the fitteſt for | 
the enjoyment of our pure flames. 
O thou bright Cynthia, it was on ſuch a calm 
and pleaſing night that the Cretan ſnhepherd 
Endimion, was bleſt in the enjoyment of 
thy charms, | | 
It was juſt in ſuch diſmal ſolitude of the 
ſylvan abades in Ida, that the beauteou 
mother of love was joined with the be- 
wizching Cupid, 
But the night draws on, and my Thiſbe is not yet ar- 
rived !— There are the glittering jewels ſcattered on 
- the ground | What means that torn veil dy'd with 
Blood? O ye powers divine! Now I perceive thi 
gloomy abyſs my cruel fate drives me to 1 know 
my gifts again. Ab me ! my Thiſbe muſt be dead 
It was I adorned this veil with thoſe golden letters 
Ob fatal pledge of an unfortunate love] Alas! *Ti 
but too plain, thou art the very ſame | And that” 
doubile's the blood of my deareſt Thiſhe. Oh fight! 
that overthelms my ſoul with racking grief; „ 


yet does not make me expire, | 
, Hol 


[De ] 
| F ugge impaurita, e le cade la caſſetta e i] velo. Al 
1 1uono di breve ſinfonia entra un Leone, on, in- 
contrando il velo, lo lacera; e fi ritira. 
| | .S C-B*NvA IL 
| Pirama. -. 
1 7 Grazie al ciel! La prevenni. 
Pid rimorſi non ho. Reggi i ſuoi paſſi 
Emula tu del fol, cintia Jucente. 
Che puro ciel! Che placida aura! Appena 
S' ode del vicin fonte 
I lento mormorar; dell' aure A ppena 
Si” ode il ſuon fra le ronge. 75 Par che aa 
Fra queſti muti orrori 
Dole ſede prepari a? dolci amori. 
N tranguiila e cheta 
Serena no!te in brattis - 
A paſtorel di erela, 
Cintla, Paccolſe un di. 
Cosi d' Ida ſelvoſa 
IL piu ſo ingo orrore 
La bella dea amore 
Al vago Adone Wd.” 
Ma s'avvanza la notte! 
E Tiſbe ancor non gionge * 
Ma le lucide gemme- ' © 


Chi ſparſe al ſuolo ? E A di fangue orte 
Lacero velo è queſto? 

Omnipotenti Dei] Io veggio, io veggio 

Il nero abiſſo, ove il deftin mi porta g0 11 
Riconoſco i miei doni! Ah, Tiſbe è morta | 
Di queſto velo io ſteſſo 

Le auree cifre ſegnai, Pegno funeſto 
D'uvn infelice amor ! Pur troppo, oh Dio, 
Tu ſei mia, ti ravviſo] E queſto ſangue. 

E ſangue del mio ben! Ahi yiſta ! Ahi pena | 
Che mi trafigge il cur, e non mi ſyena, 


dw” 


|. 
l 


f er ] 
She runs away, firuck with terror; and drops the 
' caſket and ibe veil. To the ſound of a ſhort ſymphony | 
2 Lion appears, which meeting with the veil, tears 
ijt to pieces and then withdraws. = 
SC ER 0 | 
Pyramus. | 
Pyr. Thanks 10 heaven! I have the ftart of her. Na 
remorſe now rends my heart. O thou bright Cynthia, | 
who art as glorious as Phebus, mayſs thou guide ber | 
Reps | What ſerene fey ! What gentle zephyrs ! The 
ſoft murmur of the neighbouring fountain is ſcarce to 
Be beard ; and the winds hardly ſhake the verdant 
| leaves. Metbints that amidſt theſe ſilent Þorrors,,| 
every thing conſptres to render this abode the fiteſt for 
the enjoyment of our pure flames. | | 
O thou bright Cynthia, it was on ſuch a calm 
and pleaſing night that the Cretan ſhepherd 
Endimion, was bleſt in the enjoyment of 
thy charms, k | 
It was juſt in ſuch diſmal ſolitude of the 
ſylvan abades in Ida, that the beauteou 
mother of love was joined with the be: 
wizching Cupid, _- 
But the night draws on, and my Thiſbe is not yet ar- 
rived !—T here are the glittering jewels ſcattered on 
' the ground | What means that torn veil dy'd with 
blood? O ye powers divine! Now I perceive thi 
gloomy abyſs my cruel fate drives me to 1 knou 
n gifts again. Ab me ! my Thiſbe muſt be dead 
It was I adorned this veil with thoſe golden letters 
Ob fatal pleage of an unfortunate love ! Alas) *Ti 
| but too plain, thou art the very ſame | And that" 
doubtle!s the blood of my deareſt Thiſbe. Ob fight! 
that over®helms my ſoul with racking grief; a 
Jet does not make me expire, — 1 
; 0 


{ 22 } 
Days my deareſt ſoul, do not yet croſs the 
fatal waves! I will accompany thy lovely 


Ei hoſt on thy . paſſage over the Stygian 
4 bold. Pl er to attend thy 


| Why do 1 yr tate ? *Tis high time I ſhould ſhed my 

4 blood after ber exagple! May ibis ſacrifice be ac- 
 eptable to wy} Now, my fee idol, I follow 
2 K lovely g 
[He Rabi himſelf, and falls by the tomb, 

SCENE VV. and Laft. 


Thiſbe, Pyramus, afterwards Kupakes e 
[. n Von a tetinue of armed people, and lighted 
torches 
Thiſ. Unhappy me / Where do I wander ? 7 by firſt 
| dawn appears, and yet 1 do no ſee = Pyramus., 
M bat woes 1 am depreſt with., © 
Pyr. Thi/be, Thiſbe, my deareſt idol! Thi: Ye Gods 
"What daleful voice do I bear ! Ab me! what diſ- 
mal object preſents itſelf to my ſight! Ob my only 
| bope | Deareſt Pyramus, my treaſure——what ſilua- - 
tion do 1 behold thee in? What bas befallen thee ? 
Pyr. Thou art alive, and I expire. 
a bif. But whereſore this? Pyr. I thought thou 55 
dead and would follow thy heb. Twas this veil 
decein'd me. Thiſ. O my unkind ftars | Pyr. Alas, 
| Thiſbe, do not lament my fate \ I do not upbraid 
he Gods for this untimely end, as I leave thee alive, 

and 1 bave the happineſs 10 die Ly thy fide. Thiſ. 
Think'f thou 10 a an ane before me ? Here 
i the very ſteel- 
Py. Ohno! Spare your 0WN : kits, ny deareſt love | 
1 How canſt thou flatter af with ſuch hope ? 
0 cruel man! thou hadſt but a ſuſpicion. of my being 
1 | . 


dens 
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Anima del cor mio * 
Di lete all' altra ſpanda os, | 
_  Ombra compagna aucb 10 ""_ 
Voglio paſſar con te. | 


Che tardo ? E tempo alfine | 

Che ſi verſi anch'il mio 1 

Gradiſci : Ecco ti ſieguo, I dol mio: | 
Si feriſce, e fi abbandona a fie della tombn. 


Fc E NA IV. ed Ultima. 1 


Tiſbe, Piramo, poi Eupalte e Corebs con m di 
gente armata, e fiaccole acceſe. | 


Tiſ. Miſera! Ove m'inoltro ? il primo albore | 
Spunta. Non vedo Piramo. Oh, tormento ! | 
Pir. Tiſbe, Tiſbe, idol mio l 7:7. Numi! Che ſento! 
Che flebil voce] Ah, quale atroce oggetto | 
Si preſenta al mio ſguardo! Oh, mia aug 
Piramo, mio teſoro 
15 ti veggio ? Che f? Pir. Tu vivi: io moro. 
Ti/. Come? Perchè? Pir. Credei ſeguirti eſtinta. 
Queſto vel m'ingannò. / Barbare ſtelle! 
Pre Deh, Tiſbe, non lagnarti ! 
Non e pena il morir, Ti laſcio in vita. MY 
E moro accanto a te. Tif. D'un fol momento 
Preceder mi potteſti? E il ferro i ſteſſo 
ir. Ah, nö! Vivi, idol mio! | \} 
Ti/. Chieder lo puoi? Puoi luſingarti? Oh Dio! 
A ucciderti, crudel, potè baſtarti 11 
Della mia morte ü ſol ſoſpetto: e vuoi, 1 
Che 


- 
1 
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Che d'ogni ben, d' ogni conforte privs, 
Perduto te, ti miri eſtinto, e viva? 

Tanto creder potreſti | 
Vile i] mio amore, o la mia deftraiimbelle ? 
Mira. Pir. Ferma, crudel | Tif, Laſciami, Pit, 
Oh. ſtelle ! 


Ab, che mirar degg io? 

Si puto ſoffrir la morte; 

Ma, gueſto colpo; ob Dio. 

Ns non je pud ſoffrir 1 * 1 | 
* 


Ab tutti al deſtin rio 
Perdono i mali miei, 
Se accanto all' idol mio 


M accorda di morir ! 


Mio ben! Tiſ. Mia vital A: 2, Allis / 
Sara contento il fato. 

Finiti i miei martiri. 

Stringimi al ſeno, e ſpiri 

In quel tuo labbro amato 
L'ullimo mio ſoſpir ! 

Eccogli | Eup. Ab, feelerati? 
Medera il tuo furor. 
Perfida figlia ingrata / 

Amato genitor | 

Vedi—in qual punto—Ohb Dio! 
Placa gli sdegni tui! — N 
Sento Mancarmi— il cor. | 

Ah Qual vicenda è queſta ! 


Che diſperato amor | 


Padre amato—lo 8 Dio 4 


Cara Tiſbe—Ab\ genitor— 


Cari figh, in queſto ſeno 
Ricevete il mio perdono, 
Poi mwuccida anche il dolor. 


Pir. 


dead, and yet bas made away with thyſelf 5 and nam 


E 35 3 


that I am deprived of every bleſſing and comfort, 
having thus fatally loft thee, woulaſt thou wiſh me 
1o ſurvive thy dealt Het canſt thou think my love 
ſo indifferent, and my arm ſo weak ? Mark! Pyr. 
Hold, cruel maid | 

Thiſ. Suffer me to ſtrike. Pyr. Ob heaven, 


Pyr. 


What am I reduced to ſee? I was reſolved 
chearfulhj to face death; but alas ! this 
is ſuch a blow as I cannot bear. 

In never upbraid my cruel ſtars for all the 

woes I have endured, if I have but the 
happineſs to expire by my deareſt love, 

My charmer ! Thi, My ſweet life! A. 2. 
Adieu. 

Now the inauſpicious Gods are gratified. 

All my woes are at an end. 

Preſs me to thy breaſt, and receive on thy 
moſt exquiſitely ſweet lips my laſt breath. 

There they are] Eup. O worthleſs creatures 

Mitigate thy wrath. | 

O ungrateful and perverſe child ! 

My beloved father! Behold In what ſitua- 
tion—YeGods! Pyr. Aſſuage thy mad- 
ning fury -I feel—my ſtrength forſakes 
me. 

What can this miſchance mean 

O what unfortunate love 

O dear father— I expire Ah me ! 

O dear Thiſbe———Oh father 


My dear children, receive in this embrace 


the moſt ſincere forgiveneſs; and then 
may grief end my wretched exiſtence too. 
Pyr. 


( 26 } 
Pyr. But . alas my ſight 8 ws. dim 
| 8 Beloved conſort----Pll ſoon follow thee. 


Pp Powers divine ! What miſchanee is 
this ? 


| by. : Alas ! *Tis all. Saver Lads us. 


= Ah me! Ye fates! Cut off the thread ot 
my days; life is intolerable to me. 

Cor. Behold to what ſcene of woes his inflexible 
ſeverity has brought him! 


LA >* «a. % 


( 27 3 
Pir. Ma- mi mana Ob Dio---la luct 
Tiſ. Spoſo amato--- Anche io ti fieguo. 
For } Che fventura | Eterni Dei) 
Pir. 1 Ab---Per---1n0i---tutto---fin}--« 
Tiſ. F Ab | troncate i giorni miei 
Eup. Jo pit vivere nowsd! 
Cor. Ecco dove al fin lo guida 
: Il ſewers ſuo rigor. 


